THE          DUMP          AT          BETHUNE

"This lot means we'll require eight 3-ton lorries
to load it," he said, dubiously.

" Well, what about that ? " demanded the Lieuten-
ant-Quartermaster aggressively.

" Oh, nothing/' laughed the R.A.S.C. officer, step-
ping into his car. " Except that it provides Captain
Thompson and myself with more food for good
thought/'

The Lieutenant-Quartermaster watched him depart,
wondering what the devil he was getting at.

It wasn't till dusk was falling, at about eight
o'clock, that he was enlightened. A Don R, arrived
at R.H.Q. with a message to the Adjutant from
Captain Thompson, the officer in charge of the R.A.S.C.
Supply Column. The Adjutant summoned the Lieu-
tenant-Quartermaster.

" Send down to the batteries," he said, " and tell
each of them to supply two 3-ton lorries with drivers
and four men armed with rifles, all to be outside R.H.Q.
at 20.45 hours (quarter to nine)/'

" What's it for ? "

*' The Supply Column want them for this ammuni-
tion hunt. Most of their own lorries are away getting
rations and other supplies. They've only four avail-
able. Here's Thompson's message. It looks as though
it's going to be a tricky job."

Captain Thompson's message was brief and to the
point. Bethune was the only possible place where
they could hope to obtain ammunition at such short
notice. There were conflicting reports about the
position of the enemy, but all agreed that the British
had cleared out, and if the Germans hadn't entered
the town already, they were on the outskirts and might
be expected any moment. It would be foolish to
disguise the fact that the enterprise was attended by
grave risk. It might fail completely. Would the
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